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PART I. 

Introductory »nd illustration specimen of the art of Mimicry; resuscitation of 
an old and popular favourite, 

MR. HENRY RUSSELL, 

With his original Song of 

SUNSHINE AFTER RAIN, 

I left my wife in England, in poverty and pain, 

The tears were heavy in my eye, but hers came down like rain ; 
I gave her half of all I had, repressed the rising sigh, 

For, thinking of the days to come, I kept my courage high. 

“ Farewell,” I said, “ if seasons pass, and sunshine follows rain, 
And morning dawns on darkest night, you’ll see me back again. 
I left my wife in England, and sailed the stormy sea, 

To earn my bread by daily toil, an honest man and free ; 

I wrought and strove from morn to night, and saved my little 
store, 

And every summer brought me wealth, and made that little more. 
At last I bought the field I plough’d, the sunshine followed rain, 
The morning dawned on that dark night, and I went back again. 
I sought my wife in England, I brought her o’er the sea, 

A happy man, a happy wife, to bless my home and me. 

My wants are small, my farm is large, I bid my cares depart, 

I sit beneath my own oak tree, with proud and grateful heart ; 
My children smiling round the board, ne’er ask for bread in vain — 
The mom has dawned on that dark night, the sun has followed 
rain. 

Mr. Maccabe’s imitation of Henry Russell has this advantage ; he repro- 
duces the excellencies of that gentleman, without exaggerating what some people 
consider his defects, 
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A NEW DUNDREARY! 

An entirely Original Sketch, not an imitation of Mr. Sothera, bnt a type of the 
Dundreary class, vernacularly denominated heavy swell*. 

“AND YOU’LL REMEMBER ME.” 

Music, Pianoforte Accompaniments, Hopwood St, Crew, Ken: Bond Street. 

MISS MARY MAY, 

A. good-naturedly-8fttirical young lady, who will chat pleasantly, and sing an 
Unsentimental Song. 

Pianoforte Fantasie ... “Rosa” ... Mazourka Brilliants. 

Composed by I'redebic Maccabe. 

LOVE, BEAUTIFUL LOVE. 

Written and Composed by Frederic Maccabe, aud sung with reiterated plaudits 
over 150 nights at the Great St. James’s Hall, London. 

Love, beautiful love ! is a vision of joy, 

To the blushing maid and the bashful boy ; 

And a sweet little cottage or humble tent 
Is all they want — but the rent ! — the rent ! 

Is the landlord’s cry, 

And he won’t take a tear, nor he won’t take a sigh 

VI 

Love is beautiful love when the baby plays, 

And charms the fond pair with its sweet little ways ; 
Then gold could not purchase its tiny toes, 

But the shoemaker calls, and before he goes, 

Suppose he will 

Not leave the house till you’ve paid his bill. 

Love was once a mischievous boy, ’tis said, 

Without shoes on his feet or cap on his head, 

But he’s very genteel, and it must be confessed, 

Love’s a very nice boy when he’s fed and well dress’d, 

Then love will bring 
A thousand joys in a wedding ring. 
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The Programme will be occasionally varied by the introduction of a 
Grand Melo-Dramatic Burlesque, in one Ac and a-lialf, entitled 

SIE ROWLAID TEE ETOFUI !' 

Or, the Unscrupulous Uncle and the Maiden Fair, 

In which Mr. Maccabc will (by a peculiar contrivance of dress) personate 

TWO CHARACTERS AT ONCE, 

Male and Female, changing Voice, Costume, and Identity bo rapidly that 
he remains at the front of the Stage in full sight of the Audience. 


“ These representations nro exquisitely truthful, and marked hy such delicate 
traits of character, free from coarseness or exaggeration, that at once evince the 
thorough artist.” — -Vera of the I Vorld, July 30th, 1865. 

Music, Pianoforte Accompaniments, Hopwood & Crew, New Bond Street, 


WANDERING MINSTRELS. 


(in two pictures.) 


ROMANCE. ItEALITY. 

Troubadour in magnificent Costume, with 
appropriate Sonus and Guitar accompani- 
ment, — selected from Sir. Maccabe’s beau- 
tiful songs, — M Whisperings of Hope,” 

‘Many a Time,** “ The Land of Dreams.” 


THE LAND OF DREAMS. 

Written and Composed by Fkbderic Maccabe. 

’ *> 

3Juw', Pianoforte Accompaniments , Hopwood & Crewe, New Bond Street, 


A Troubadour of the present day, in correct 
Costume, with characteristic Songs, and 
accompaniments on a popular Instru- 
ment. 


In the pleasant summer evening 
I lie beneath the shade, 
Watching the shadows 
That dance on the meadows, 
When the day begins to fade 
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Then a sweet remembrance comes to me, 
Like a long-forgotten strain 
Of music awaking, 

And freshly breaking 
Over my heart again. 

In visions of the past 
I see my love arise, 

And in my dreaming 
I feel the beaming 

Of her soft compassionate eyes. 

Ah ! thus may sadden’d hearts renew 
Their life’s pure morning beams 
On the past to ponder, 

And softly wander 
Into the land of dreams. 


During the first part of the Entertainment, Mr. Maccabe will introduce 
some astonishing specimens of 


VENTRILOQUISM, 

Illustrated with specimens of 

VOCAL ILLUSION in Conversation with INVISIBLE BEINGS, 

and will sing some of 

LOVER’S CHARACTERISTIC SONGS, 


including 

“ The Whistlin’ Thief,” “ How to Ask and to Have,” and 
I’m not myself at all.”— Pages 18 and 19. 


“ Since the days of Love a better Ventriloquist than Mr. Maccabe has 
not appeared in London .” — Sunday Times, July 30, 1805. 
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THE GALLOPING HORSE, 


( Written and composed by Frederic Maccabe.) 

This sung , published by Hopwood and Crew, 42, Sew Bond Street, 
jyost free for eighteen stamps. 

Oli ! my galloping horse ! 

Oh ! my galloping horse ! 

I’m at home on the top of my galloping horse ; , 

And I never can meet 
With a tune half so sweet 
As that made by the feet 

Of my galloping horse. 

As there he goes prancing, 

And here he comes dancing, 

And rearing and tearing so proudly and strong, 

It is so delightful 
And makes me feel quite full 
Of daring, don’t caring, while rushing along 
On my galloping horse, 

On my galloping horse, 

I’m at home on the top of my galloping horse ; 

And I never can meet 
With a tune half so sweet 
As that made by the feet 

Of my galloping horse. 

Oh ! my galloping horse, 

Oli ! my galloping horse, 

There was never his equal for mettle or force ; 

He’s a spirited racer 
And bold steeple chaser, 

My far-leaping, high-flying, galloping horse. 

He goes smashing, and crashing, 

And splashing’ and dashing 
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Straight at a deep ditch, a rough fence, or high wall. 
Not badly, though madly. 

All obstacles, gladly. 

That come in his way, he goes full at them all. 

Oh ! my galloping horse, &c. 

Now I’ll draw rein with reason, 

And just take my ease on 
The back of this wonderful galloping horse ; 

And I’ll own I was wrong 
When I put it so strong 
That there was’nt his equal for mettle or force ; 
There is such another 
That makes as much bother 
In rearing and tearing as ever did mine. 

That prances as gladly, 

And dances as madly, 

And who’s this nag’s owner you’ll never divine. 

On his galloping horse, &c. 

Each man’s hobby, of course, 

Is his galloping horse ; 

He believes there’s no steed of such mettle or foree 
And when he’s astride 
Of his hobby, he’ll ride 
Just as wildly as I do on my hobby horse 
If you ever endeavour 
To stop him, you’ll never 
Succeed in pursuading him out of his course. 

He thinks he’s so clever, 

No logic whatever 

Can reason him down from his own hobby horse. 
That' 8 his galloping horse, 

That’s my galloping horse, 

That’s yours, mine, and every man’s galloping horse 
And we never can meet 
With a tune half so sweet, 

As that made by the feet of our own hobby horse. 
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PART II. 

Consisting of rapid changes of full-length costume in the Impersonations of Comic 
Characters, such as we read of, but seldom see — except upon the stage. 

THE RAILWAY PORTER, 

Introducing a new descriptive Song, with Bell, Whistle, and Steam 
Accompaniment. 

JACK JUNK, 

Every inch a Sailor, with the Song, 

Y’HEAVE OH! OR A SAILOR’S YARN, 

Written and Composed by F. Maccabe. 


Any one who has been aboard ship, and observed sailors at work 
turning the capstan, removing a large sail, or doing any duty which requires a 
pull all together, must have remarked how they contrive to lighten their labor 
with a song and chorus ; one sailor singing the solo, while at ihe end of every 
line the others all come in with “Yol heave hoi” or “churly man ho!” or 
some meaningless yet characteristic phrase. These songs have no sequence, 
each line being irrelevant to, and independent of the preceding one. In the 
following song Mr. Maccabe has contrived to preserve all these characteristics 
while telling a connected story. The melody is strikingly original, and seems 
to have the brine of the ocean in its singular cadences. 


All folks, young and old, who 

Y’heave ho 1 

Chose to come and listen awhile unto me, 

Fm going to make bold to 

Y’heave ho ! 

Spin a sailor’s yarn, all about the deep blue sea. 

Chorus — With a Y’heave ho — i — o 1 
Our Captain had a daughter, 

Y’heave ho ! 

Which her name it was Eliza, with beautiful blue eyes, 
And at school they had taught her 

Y’heave ho ! 

For to play on the piano and singing likewise. 

Chorus — With a Y’heave ho — i — o ! 

The boatswain was my messmate, 

Y’heave ho ! 

And he fell in love with Eliza, and she with him also 
To the Captain he confessed it, 

Y’heave ho 

But the Captain he forbid him in the cabin for to go. 

Chorus — With a Y’heave ho — i — o 
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Says Eliza to her father, 

Y’heave ho ! 

“ Without my dear boatswain, I’ll never live content.” 
Says the Captain, “ Miss,” I’d rather — 

Y’heave ho ! 

Throw you overboard to the fishes, than ever I'd consent ” 
Chorus — With a Y’heave ho — i — o l 
Well, Eliza took a notion, 

Y’heave ho ! 

As her father was so cruel, she’d be revenged on him ; 

So she jump’d into the ocean, 

Y’heave ho ! 

And there she was drowned, because she couldn’t swim. 

Chorus — W ith a Y’heave ho — i — o — 

MORAL. 

Now you at love as is railers, 

Y’heave ho ! 

Remember this cruel Captain, and don’t do like him, 

And you girls as likes sailors, 

Y’heave ho ! 

Don’t you fall in love before you learn to swim. 

Chorus — With a Y’heave ho — i — o ! 


MY HEART’S DELIGHT. 

( Written, Composed, and Sung by Fbedkkic Maccabe.) 
Like the roses in the garden, 

Like the sunlight in the sties, 

Are the roses on her cheeks, 

And the light within those eyes 
Of the girl I love, in her I see 
All things bright and beautiful to me. 

And the name of this maiden so fair and bright, 
Is “ My Heart’s Delight, My Heart’s Delight.” 

Like the smiling Spring advancing 
To deck the earth with flowers ; 

Like golden suubeams dancing 
In the torests leafy bowers, 

Is the girl I love, in her I see 

All things bright and beautiful to me. 

And the name of this maiden so fair and bright, 
Is “ My Heart’s Delight, My Heart’s Delight.” 

This sovg published by Hopwood and Chew, 42, New Bond Street, 
post free Jor eighteen Stamps. 
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TERRY O’ MULLIGAN, 

A Broth of a boy — full of good humour and scientific knowledge, with 
the popular National Song 

THE SHAMROCK, 

V 

WRITTEN AND C0MP08ED BY 

FREDERIC MACCABE, 


There’s a sweet little spot away down by Cape Clear, 
Sure its Ireland itself, to all Irishmen dear, 

Where the white praties blossom like elegant flowers, 
And the wild birds sing sweetly above the round towers. 
And the dear little Shamrock, that none can withstand, 

v t H m * 

Is the beautiful-emblenuo£_ould Ireland. 

r* 

r • 

In his hat good St. Patrick used always to wear 
The Shamrock whenever he went to the fair ; • ) 

And Nebuchadnezzar no doubt highly prized 
A bit of the blossom, when he went disguised * " 

Oh ! the bosom of beauty itself might expand 
When bedecked by the Shamrock of ould Ireland. 


When far, far aw r ay, a sweet blossom I’ve seen, 

I’ve dreamt of Shillelaghs and Shamrocks so green, 

That grow like two twins on the bogs and the hills, 

With a drop in my eye that with joy my heart fills. 

And I’ve blessed the dear sod, from a far distant strand, 

And the beautiful emblem of ould Ireland. f 

At 

• “ The same hour was the thine fulfilled upon Nebuchadnezzar, and he was driven i from . 
men nnd did eat grass as oxen.” (Daniel iv n 83.) V * .( 

' « • t 


; - i 

Music, Pianoforte Accompaniments , Hopwood & Crew, NeioJBond Street. 


t 


•• 
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The programme will be occasionally varied by the introduction of a domestic 
character, entitled 

KATE FROM THE KITCHEN! 

A simple-hearted girl who doesn’t like Blarney. 


Soso. 


BLOW GENTLY WINDS, BLOW GENTLY, 

WRITTBN AND COMPOSED BT 

FREDERIC MACCABE, 


As I wander through the fields where the sweet flowers are 
growing, 

Or down in the meadow where the streamlet is flowing, 

I sing that my love may come safe back to me — 

Blow gently, winds, blow gently, while my love is on the sea ; 
For oh ! he is coming, coming back to me. 

Blow gently winds, blow gently, while my love is on the sea. 


Though the 6ky is fair and calm above, in sunlight brightly 
glowing, 

And through the softly waving trees the mildest breeze is blowing, 
Far, far upon the ocean, ah ! what storms may there not be ; 
Blow gently winds, blow gently, while my love is on the sea; 
For oh ^ he is coming, coming back to me — 

Blow gently winds, blow gently, while my love is on the sea. 
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MR. TOMMY GRIND LE, 

A chap from Bolton (“a gradely Lancashire Lad.”) 

WRITTEN AND COMPOSED BY 

FREDERIC MACCABE, 

IN WHICH HE WILL SING HIS MOST POPULAR SONG OF 

EARLY IN THE MORNING, MERRILY 0! 

Early in the morning, at the break of day, 

When the balmy breeze did blow, 

I went a roaming through the fields away, 

Early in the morning, merrily O ! 

Soon I met a sweet lass 
Coming towards me ; 

Such a tidy, neat lass, 

She seemed to be, 

My heart began to beat, 

As it never beat before, 

Oh ! I’d give the world 
' , If I could meet with her once more. 

Early in the morning, &c. 

Early in the morning, at the break of day, 

When the balmy breezes blow, 

I go a roaming through the fields away, 

Early in the morning, merrily O ! 

And at every turning, 

And every place I pass, 

With hope my heart is burning, 

To meet that pretty lass; 

And oh, if I should meet her, 

I’m resolved, without delay, 

To implore and to entreat her 
To name the wedding day. 

Early in the morning, the. 

Music, Pianoforte Accomjtaniments , liorwoon & Cillw, Sen- Pond Street. 
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MANY A TIME, 


( Written and Composed by Frederic Maccaije, and Sung 
in the duad characters of Romance and Reality.) 

In my home beyond the sea, 

Many a time, ( 

My little sister sang to me, 

Many a time ; 

And, where ever now I roam, 

The memory of her voice will come, 

I hear her singing still at home. 

Many a time. 

She kiss’d me then, and whisper’d low, — 
“Brother, stay;” 

Into the world I longed to go, 

Far away. 

I thought no sorrow could destroy 
The fulness of my hope and joy 
When I was a little boy, 

Long ago. 

Weary now, and travel worn, 

I would fain 

To my childhood’s home return 
Once again ; 

For I know that she is there, 

My little sister, pure and fair, 

Whose voice was with me everywhere 
Many a time. 


Digitized by Google 



WHISPERINGS OF HOPE. 


( Written and Composed by Frederic Maccabk.) 


When my pathway of life is all clouded o’er, 

When the shadows of sorrow have darken’d my door, 
When friends have departed, perhaps never more 
To meet me in this world again, 

Sweet hope is ever near, 

Thus whispering in mine ear : 

“ The darkest day 
Will pass away, 

And sunlight come smiling from Heaven again. 

* 

When memories of childhood, so bright and so fair, 
Come back to my heart and oppress me with care, 
When my spirit is weary and prone to despair, 

I listen to that voice again ; 

Sweet hope is ever near, 

Thus whispering in mine ear : 

“ The darkest day 
Will pass away, 

And sunlight come smiling from Heaven again. 


Published by llorwoon & Chew, 42, New Bond Street, and sent |xist free 
for Eighteen Stamps. 
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HOW TO ASK AND TO HAVE, 


Jiy Samuel Lover. 

“ Oh ! it’s time I should speak to your mother, 
Dear Mary,” says I. 

“ Ah ! don’t speak to my mother,” says Mary, 
Beginning to cry ; 

“ For my mother says men are deceivers, 

And I know she will never consent ; 

She says, maids in a hurry who marry, 

At leisure repent.” 

“ Then supposing I speak to your father, 

Dear Mary,” says I, 

No ! don’t speak to my father,” says Mary, 
Beginning to cry ; 

“ For my father he loves me so dearly, 

He’d never consent I should go ; 

If you speak to my father,” says Mary, 

“ He’s sure to say no.” 

“ Then, how shall I get you, my jewel ? 

Dear Mary,” says I, 

“ If your father and mother’s so cruel, 

Och ! surely I’ll die.” 

“ Ah ! then never say die, dear,” says Mary, 

“ For a way now to save you I see, 

Since my parents are both so contrary, 

You’d better ask me /” 
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I’M NOT MYSELF AT ALL. 


(By Samuel Loveh.) 

Oh ! I’m not myself at all, 

Molly, dear ! 

I’m not myself at all ! 

Nothing caring, nothing knowing; 

It’s after you I’m going, 

Faith ! your shadow ’tis I’m growing, 

Molly, dear ! 

And I’m not myself at all ! 

T’other day I went confessing, 

And I ax’d the father’s blessing. 

“ But,” says I, “ don’t give me one entirely 
For I fretted so last year, 

But the half of me is here, 

So give the other half to Molly Brierly 
Oh ! I’m not myself at all. 

O ! I’m not myself at all, 

Molly, dear ! 

My appetite’s so small, 

Faith I once could pick a goose, 

And now my buttons is no use, 

Sure my tightest coat is loose, 

Molly, dear 1 

And I’m not myself at all ! 

Now, if thus I smaller grew, 

All fretting, dear, for you, 

It’s you should make me up for the deficiency 
So just let Father Taafe 
Make you my better half, 

And you will none the worse for the addition be. 
Oh! I’m not myself at all \ 
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Oh ! my shadow on the wall, 

Molly dear ! 

It isn’t like myself at all ! 

For I’ve grown so very thin, 

That myself says, “ ’tisn’t him, 

But that pretty girl so slim, 

Molly dear !” 

And Fm not myself at all ! 

Now, if thus it is I waste, 

You had better, dear, make haste, 

Before your lover’s gone away entirely 
If you don’t soon change your mind, 

Not a bit of me you’ll find, 

And what ’ud you think of that, Molly Brierly. 
Oh ! Fm not myself at all ! 

I’ll not be myself at all, 

Molly dear ! 

Till you my own I call. 

Since a change o’er me there came, 

You’d better change your name, 

And ’twould just come to the same, 

Molly dear ! 

Oh 1 Fm not myself at all ! 

For when you and I were one, 

And confusion would be gone, 

And ’twould simplify the matter so entirely. 
And ’twould save us so much bother, 

When we’d both be one another, 

So listen now to reason, Molly Brierly. 

Oh ! Fm not myself at all ! 
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FURTHER EXTRACTS FROM THE METROPOLITAN PRESS. 


The Times, Aug. 2, 1865, says: — Mr. Maccabe is a good singer, and an 
artist of no mean order, and he combines within himself talents usually dis- 
tributed among different persons. 

Daily News, Aug. 1 , 1865. — Mr. F. Maccabe is an “Entertainer” who 
treads more in the steps of the elder Matthews than any of his immediate 
predecessors. His varied talents ns an Actor, Mimic, Ventriloquist, Singer, 
Musician, Composer of taking songs, and the elaborate sketches of character 
which he represents, are unsurpassable, while his Ventriloquism is as perfect 
as Mr. Love’s. 

Advertiser, July 25, 1865. — Favoured with an intelligent personnel, and 
a peculiarly pleasing appearance, Mr. Maccabe, who is apparently little 
advanced beyond the years of manhood, is gifted with marvellous 
powers of mimicing, an easy and natural adaptation of character, an 
incessant flow of the raciest humour, powers of ventriloquism certainly 
such as we have never heard approached, a well-cultivated and nicely- 
balanced voice, and perfect command over the pianoforte, the guitar, and 
the picolo. With such a combination of natural characteristics, aided by 
gentlemanly address, keen appreciation of the ridiculous, and close observation 
of passing events, Mr. Maccabe sums up under the title “ Begone Dull 
Care ! ” about as agreeable a monodramatic entertainment as one could desire 
to laugh over. 

Daily Telegraph, Aug. 1, 1865. — Mr. Frederic Maccabe is a thorough artist 
in the peculiar vocation to which he has devoted himself. A slim figure, a 
youthful face, capable of exhibiting the utmost variety of expression, and 
a remarkably flexible voice, which he modulates with the greatest skill, so as to 
produce the most striking changes of tones nnd impressions of varying distance, 
nre among the natural gifts which he has cultivated to the highest degree 
within the reach of art. His musical acquirements are such that he renders 
with excellent vocal effect the songs he has composed, nnd to which he supplies 
his own piano accompaniment j whilst in all the varied characters he assumes 
there is a distinctive dramatic power which enables him to endow the fleeting 
personages of the platform with all the conpleteness of a finished embodiment 
on the stage. 

Morning Star, July 25, 1865. — Mr. Maccabe is beyond all question a 
thorough artist ; he seizes upon the peculiarities of an idiosyncracy with 
vigorous grasp, and has the power of giving to the ideal a living embodiment, 
every trait of which is in perfect harmony with the character. 

Morning Post, July 26, 1865. — Mr. Maccabe possesses all the requisite 
qualifications for a successful entertainment. His humour is genial and 
abundant, he has a keen sense of the comic and rapid power of illustrating 
it, and his impersonations of a number of queer characters satisfactordy 
attest his skill in dramatic portraiture. Mr. Maccabe has ^ good voice, and 
sings with taste and expression a numbor of ballads which are of his own 
composing. 

Era, July 30, 1865. — Mr. Maccabe is yonthful in appearance, slight figure, 
an excellent musician, nnd has a singularly flexible voice, which he manages 
with equal skill as a singer, a mimic, and a ventriloquist. Ilis natural gifts 
have been developed in n really artistic manner, nnd it must be frankly admitted 
that few of late years who have undertaken to amuse the public, have come 
before them so well qualified for the purpose. 

The Observer, Aug. 6, 1865. — Mr. Maccabe’s entertainment is a monopoly- 
logue. He personates various characters, changes his dress with remarkable 
rapidity, sings several songs, and gives specimens of ventriloquism. His power 
of assuming characteristic features and manners is great ; his voice, face, 
action, all change, nnd in one of his personages there never seems to be left the 
slightest trace of any of the others. 
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